The Tragtdieof Hamlet 

Ham, How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as we haue many poc- 
kiecorfos , that willfcarec hold the laying in , a willlaft youfome 
eight yeare,or nineyearc. A Tanner will laft you nine yeare, 

H am. Why he more then another? 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 
frut water a great whilc;&*your water is a fore decaycr of your whou 
fori dead body, heefs a fcull now hath lycn you i'th earth 23 *ycates 4 

Ham. Whofe was it? 

Cl<w> A whorfon mad feliowcs it was, whofe do you think it was? 

Haw, Nay I know not. 

C low. A pcftilencc on him for a mad rogue , a pourd a flagon of 
Renifh on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tortcks skull, the 
Kings letter. 

H am. This? 

flow* Eenthat. 

Ham. Alas poorc Toriche , I knew him Horatio , a fellow of infinite 
ieft, gf mott cxcelent fancy , hcc hath bere me on his backe a thou- 
find times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is;my gorge 
rifesatit. Here hung thofe lyppes that Ihauekitt I know not how 
oft: w here be your gibes now ? your gamboles, your fongs, your fla- 
tties of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare,not one 
now to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopf*lne t Now getycu 
t& my Ladies tableland tell her, let her paint an inch thicke,to this fa- 
uour file mutt come, make her hugh at that, 

Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. 

H ora. What’s that my Lord; 

Zfow.Dooft thou thinke AlexaviderXooYt aihisfafhcn i ? th earth? 

Hora. Eenfo. 

H am. Andfmelr. fo:pah. 

Hora. Een Co my Lord 

H a *7. T o wfiat bale vfes we may rcturne Horatio r'Why may not 
imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander ,x\W a find it flopping 
a bungholef 

Hora . Twerc to confidcr too curioutty to confidcr Co. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot, but to follow him thether with inodefly 
cnough,and likelihood to Iczdcit.tAlexaKder dicd > tAlexandcr was 
buried, Alexander retumeth to duft, the duft is earth, of earth wW 
make Lcme 3 & why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, might 

they 
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Xhey not ftoppe a Beare-barrcll? 

Imperious Cafar dead, and turn’d to Clay, 

I^jobt ftoppe a hole, to keepe the wind away. 

0 that that earth which kept the world in awe, 
Shouldpatch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 

But {oft, but fofc awhile, here comes the King, 

The Quecne,the courtiers, who is this they follow? 
And with fuch maimed rites?chis doth betoken. 

The corfe they follow, did with defprat hand 
Fotcdoo it owne lifc.twas of fome eftate. 

Couch wc a while ant^natke. 

Laer. What Ceremony clfe? _ v 

Ham, That is Laertes a very noble youth, make. 
Laer. What Ceremony clfe; . 

Do&. Her obfequies haue beene as farre inlarg d 
As we haue vcarranty,her death was doubtluB, 

And but that great command orc-fwaycs the order. 
She fliould in ground vnfaruftified beene lodg’d 
Till the lad trumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pcebles fhould be thrownc on hers 
Yet hccre flic is allow’d her virgin Grants, 
Hcrmayden ftrewmcnts,and the bringing home 
Of bell and burialt. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone? 

‘Dott. NomorebcdoonCi 
We fhould prophanc the fcruiceofthe dead, 

Tq ling a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foulcs. 

Laer, Lay her i’th earth, 

And from herfaire and vnpoiluted flefh 
May Violets fpring r I tell thee churlifh Pried, 
Aminilhing Angcll {hall my fitter be 
When thon Iyeft howling. 

H am. What, the faire OpbcGa. 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

Ihop’cchou fhould’ft haue beene my Hamlets'^ ife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fweet maide. 
And not haue ftrew’d thy grauc. 

I O trebble woe 



fyter King 
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andtheeorfe. 


,f *v 


FaU 


11 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Atch.Ge.i3) OCtftVO 


